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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

II 

This is my wrong to you, O man that I love- 

I who had all to give 
And would have held back naught thereof, 

I whom love taught to live, 

When you asked for a loaf of my baking, 

And a bit of blossomy spray, 
Gave only these for your taking, 

And hid the rest away. 

WIND-BLOWN 

I 

My heart 
Rooted like the tree, 
Like the tree reaches out yearning arms 
Clutching at the wind. 

II 

Out of a universe of things 
Two only 

Give me any measure of peace : 
Rain 

That shuts you out, 
And wind 
That bears me away. 
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Shadows 

III 

If for one hour, 
One hour when the sunset is live gold, 
I might be a little wind 

Running with gray feet along the edge of the world, 
Could I not forget 
For one hour? 

COMPENSATION 

I shall not grieve that you are dead. 

I sing to you when the stars hang low; 
And though I sang till dawn were red, 

You still must hear, you could not go. 

You are contented, being dead — 

You who were used to wander far. 
Now I plant flowers at your head, 

And steal out nightly where you are. 

Ah, once you wandered far and long. 

And left me waiting hopeless here. 
Though I sent you my breaking heart in a song, 

You were too far — you could not hear. 

Now it is I could go oversea, 

And though I stayed till years were sped, 
You would lie peaceful, waiting me. 

I shall not grieve that you are dead. 

Muna Lee 
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